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The Fun Machine 


Author's Notes: 
Ahah. That\'s right. And this is straight up porn, ya\'ll. 


As soon as the Duluth tour hit Mainland Europe, Josh started to walk with a spring in his step. There was 
something delightful, something boyish, something mad in his shining blue eyes, and every one else knew better 


than to ask. 


Of course, if one of the new kids on the bus were to inquire without knowing any better, Josh would simply 


reply that he had friends in the Germanic area of his favorite continent. 


Within a day of arriving in Hamburg, the boys disbanded. Troy, with family to visit, was seen hauling a 
bedraggled Joey into the distance. Michael and Hutch disappeared with faint mutterings of beer, and Dean voted 
to stay on the bus. He alone had a clue as to Josh's cheery mood, and had quietly announced that the red- 


head was to do exactly as he pleased, and was to keep it far away. 


Which was exactly how Josh wound up in a dimly lit hotel room, limbs intertwined in what could possibly be a 


never before seen knot variation Red strands of hair curled around his fingers and he took a moment to dig 
skin from beneath his nails, leaning back just long enough to catch his breath. 


Round two was upon him, but with little surprise. Being of Norwegian decent himself, Josh was never one to 
underestimate the stamina of the European people. 


Huge hands caught thick wrists, thrusting them towards the headboard in a gesture that roared that which 
words could never hope to clearly express. The clockwork greased by sweat and saliva set itself immediately in 
motion, a well oiled machine. Fingers hit the headboard, nails finding half-moon grooves that were as well-worn 
as the knees that spread over the damp sheets. 


For hours now the room had smelled of sex and men, heavy and musky, frantic and panting. Small spots of 
blood on the sheets were signs of conquest for either man, the pride of surrendering on one's back, legs 
forced open, or the heady control that came with victory. Josh's cheek was laid open, three separate 


scratches that should never have come from a single man. 


Skin slapped against skin, lubricated still by sweat, adding the occasional sick thwack to the low hissing grunts 
that hung in the air. Dirty, sleazy and humiliating, this was where Josh excelled, eqged only on by his partner 
in crime. A fine man to build such a peculiar relationship with, Josh knew, and an even finer yardstick for one 


to measure oneself by. 

He growled, toes curling at the base of the bed, feet arched to the point of cramping. Completion tumbling 
closer into view, each man strained harder, arched higher, thrust more violently in a race to out-do the other. 
This time, Josh seceded to his host, waiting for the considerably smaller man to collapse bonelessly beneath 


him, liquid on the bed, before slamming in for that last heady, twitching thrust. 


The metal caps of lighters clinked and rasped. Cigarettes were clenched between teeth and lights were re-lit. A 
bottle passed between the two, and Josh grinned. 


"Fine. Keep your fucking name. It's a stupid name for a band, anyway." 


Kai laughed, sliding down from the pillows to lay on his back, stretching his aching hips and grinning at the 


ceiling. 
"That's not what you said ten years ago." 
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